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Chapter one 


Author's Notes: 
AU. Please read Part One first as this is a continuation of that story. 


On the one month anniversary of Janick moving in with him, Bruce turned over the reins to Dave so he could 
leave work early. He wanted to do something special for his lover to celebrate and to thank him for making him 
happier than he could have ever thought possible. He knew that Jan had only one student to tutor after his 
last class that afternoon so he drove to the campus. He had some difficulty locating the music lab where Jan 
tutored but he arrived just as the lesson was to wrap up. Bruce leaned against the wall outside the room, 
glancing through the glass top half of the door and catching sight of the shining amber colored hair of his 
beloved He sat with his back to the door, an acoustic guitar held in front of him, obviously still instructing 
even though Bruce couldn't see the student from his angle. He smiled to himself, even seeing Jan from afar 


was enough to fill his heart with warmth. He leaned his head back against the wall and waited. 


Five minutes later the rattle of the door broke into his reverie and he looked up to see a slim girl with long 
dark hair standing in the doorway looking back into the room. 
"Ill see you next week, Janick. I'm looking forward to it!" Bruce saw Jan then, though the blonde didn't see him 


yet, and then to his consternation he saw the girl lean forward and kiss Jan's cheek. A mix of feelings he 
couldn't analyze hit him but first and foremost was jealousy. This girl was attractive and she was blatantly 
flirting with Jan She flounced off down the hall, not noticing Bruce there, but Jan spotted him at that very 
moment. 

‘Brucie! | didn't expect to see you here!" His smile was genuine, but Bruce hadn't missed the flush in his cheeks 
after the girl's kiss. So distracted was he by his thoughts that it took him a moment to respond. 

Is our anniversary, sort of. | wanted to take you out to dinner.” 

"That sounds wonderful." Jan quickly looked down the deserted corridor then slipped his hand into Bruce's. "It's 
the anniversary of when | moved in, right?" 

Bruce squeezed his hand. "That's right. Umm..so that girl was one of your students?" 

"Yeah." 

"Very attractive." 

Jan didn't reply directly. "She's been taking lessons since the first of the term. She can play well enough but 
she insists on coming back every week." 

Bruce barely suppressed a snort. Jan was so innocent in many ways, he obviously didn't know that the girl was 
after more than guitar lessons. 

"You ever ask her out?" he couldn't stop himself from asking. 

Jan looked over at him in surprise. "Actually she asked me out, a couple of times. | told her it's against school 
regulations for tutors to date the students they're tutoring." Jan was still looking over at Bruce as he started 
the car and pulled away from the parking area. "You know what | think?" he said quietly after a few minutes. 
Bruce glanced over, seeing a smile playing at Jan's thin lips. "What?" 

"I think you're jealous!" the blond smirked. 

"Oh, please!" Bruce scoffed. Then after driving a few blocks, "Should | be jealous?" 

Jan laughed softly and unbuckled his safety belt, sliding close to Bruce and placing his hand high on his jean- 


fingertips across Bruce's crotch, and Bruce swerved the car a bit, gasping. 

"Christ, Jan, are you trying to make me crash?" 

Jan was still smiling teasingly. "I'm just trying to remind you that you have nothing to be jealous of, with that 
girl or anyone else.” 

Bruce was still a little disconcerted. He hadn't been consciously aware that he was jealous but Jan had 
recognized it right away. He had to laugh and he slipped one arm around Jan's shoulders. They rode the rest of 
the way to the restaurant with Jan's warm hand on his thigh and Bruce almost wished they could skip dinner 
and go straight home to bed. 

Over dinner, though, his thoughts circled back to that girl. Or any girl, for that matter. At their first meeting 
Jan had told him in no uncertain terms that he wasn't gay. What if his attraction to Bruce was just a 
temporary curiosity? Could some attractive girl one day come along and bring Jan back to his own natural 
sexual orientation? He looked across at the man he loved more than anything in the world. At that moment Jan 
looked up from his plate and caught Bruce's gaze. 

"What's wrong, love?" he asked softly. 

Bruce shook his head, but Jan persisted, laying down his fork and giving Bruce his full attention "Don't shake 
your head, Bruce. You have a very expressive face, you know." 

Bruce smiled. "I was just being silly, worrying about nonsense. Pay me no mind." 


Jan didn't break his gaze. "You're still thinking about the girl at the school, arent you?" 


Bruce sighed, then nodded, admitting it. "Not just her, but women in general. Other people in general. You don't 
realize how gorgeous you are. Anyone would want to be with you." 

"But they can't." Jan said softly. "Only you can. Promise me you'll stop thinking like that.” 

Lost in those sky blue eyes, Bruce felt his worries dissolve and his heart lighten. "I'll try. " In spite of the fact 
they were in the middle of a crowded restaurant Bruce reached across and closed his hand over Jan's. "It isn't 
like me to worry about things like that. About flight conditions and meeting deadlines, yes. But about not being 


good enough... 


may not do what | was just thinking about doing when we get home!" 

The tone of Jan's voice and the look in his eyes combined to sent a sharp jolt of desire straight to Bruce's 
loins. Under the table he felt the other man's knee nudge his own and he returned the pressure. "I think we 
should skip dessert and go home, what do you think?" 

"| think," Jan smiled slowly, "that I'll have my dessert when we get home. My favorite dessert!" 

It was all Bruce to do to obey the speed limits as he drove home. 


Jan had been giving a lot of thought to auditioning for Gogmagog, the band Phil had told him was looking for a 
guitarist. Phil had given Jan his number when they'd met that night and Jan had called him a couple of times 
to ask for more information. Auditions were taking place that weekend and Jan broached the subject to Bruce 
the next morning over breakfast. 

"I'd been wondering about that," Bruce confessed. "You're auditioning, aren't you?" 

Jan nodded. "Yeah. I'll call Phil between classes today and set it up. | want to be sure you know it could mean I'll 
not be home until late if | get the job and we have a gig. Maybe not until the next day if it's a distance away." 
Bruce nodded, sipping his coffee. "I understand that. It's no different from when | have to take flights that 
require me to stay overnight waiting for a shipment" That had only happened once since Jan had moved in but 
it was always a possibility with Bruce's job. "And it isn't ‘if you get in the band, its ‘wher’. They'll take you, 
they'd be crazy if they didn't" 

Jasn blushed but smiled, Bruce's complete support meant the world to him. "Thanks, Bruce." He said in his soft 


Voice. 


Chapter Two 


The audition was held in a small storehouse the band used as a rehearsal hall and though Bruce offered to 
drive Jan, he felt it best he go alone. He didn't admit it aloud but he was a little nervous, it had been well over 
a year since he's been in a band and although he was acquainted with the other members of Gogmagog, Phil 
was the only one he knew well. He wanted to focus solely on his playing and anytime Bruce was near his 
thoughts would always stray. When he returned to the flat that evening and told Bruce he'd been accepted in 
the band, Bruce merely nodded. 

‘Of course you were, there was never any doubt in my mind!" he gave his lover a resounding kiss of 
congratulations and over a late supper Jan filled him in. 

"We've got a gig next Friday night so | only have until then to learn their set. They're mostly covers, | know 
most of them but | haven't played some of them in years. That means not only will | have to practice with the 
band I'll have to practice some of them here, too. I'll keep the amp turned down" 

Bruce laughed "I'm not worried about that, the flat next door is vacant anyway and if anyone complains, fuck 
‘em! Practice all you need to. But what about your tutoring?" 

Jan made a wry face. "I'm dropping Janine - that's the girl who keeps coming on to me. She can play as well as 
she's ever going to and l'm getting tired of her flirting. That frees up that night, and | can reschedule the 
other four to all come at the same time. What I'm worried about are my studies." 

Bruce had been thinking about that too but hadn't wanted to bring it up. Jan's marks were excellent but there 
were examinations coming up at the end of the term. 

If | can help you study...” 

Jan smiled. "Thanks. I'll remember that offer, but it's hard for me to concentrate of schoolwork when you're 
around!" 

"l'Il keep my hands to myself!" Bruce protested, then grinned, "At least until we're finished and go to bed" 
"Yeah, but maybe | won't!" Jan teased back. 

If you refuse to behave yourself, young man, I'll just sleep on the couch that night!" 

"Uh-huh! | would see that as a challenge to get you back in the bedroom where you belong!" 

"And just how would you go about doing that, if | may ask?" 

"Hmmm... Jan got up and came around to where Bruce had scooted his chair away from the table, standing 
behind his chair and leaning over him. "I could try something like this..." he brushed his lips against the nape of 
Bruce's neck, working his fingers through the shaggy chestnut hair, then continued kissing a line around to 
Bruce's lips. Bruce was already lost but he tried to hold firm and managed pretty well until Jan moved around 
in front of him and knelt in front of his chair, letting his hands slide down Bruce's chest to dip his fingers 
beneath the top of his jeans. 

"You'll." Bruce swallowed, licking his lips, "you'll have to do better than that!" 

Jan was smiling, his eyes already clouded with desire. "Then | suppose | could..." he unsnapped Bruce's jeans, 
kissing the stomach revealed between the shirt and the pants, then licking teasingly around Bruce's navel, "try 
something like this!" Jan pressed the palm of his hand against Bruce's already full erection, easing the zipper 
down as he did. 

Bruce gave up the pretense of playing hard to get, he couldn't hold back a moan as Jan mouthed him through 
his straining underwear. Jan had become positively wanton during the short time he and Bruce had been 


together, seemingly always ready for sex at a moments notice, and Bruce loved it. Never a particularly 
inhibited man, Bruce had now abandoned all restraint and took every opportunity to explore every inch of Jan's 
body, learning him like a book and finding new ways to pleasure him. Their sex drives seemed to be completely 


in sync. 


Now that Jan was busy every evening except Sundays, Bruce went back to his old habit of staying late at 
work, unwilling to go home until he knew Jan would soon be home. It was one of these evenings when he 
witnessed Dave and Ade embracing as they left work. They didn't realize he was still there, they were heading 
to Dave's car when Ade suddenly caught Dave up in a steamy kiss. Bruce happened to glance out from the 
shadows of the hangar and couldn't help but smile, the genuine affection between the two men was obvious 
and he was happy for them. Nicko had long been happily married, and now that he himself had Jan it warmed 
his heart to know the other two men were in a relationship as well. The only dark cloud on the scene seemed 
to be Steve Harris. When Bruce had asked Nicko how things had gone at the children's birthday party he 
reported that he and his wife had invited Harris in for coffee when he came to pick up his daughters but the 


man had been so awkward and ill at ease he had only stayed a few minutes. 


Bruce was unable to attend Jan's first gig with Gogmagog, his final flight that day had been delayed and by the 
time he'd finished the paperwork he didn't have time to get to the club for the show as it was in a 

neighboring town. Jan didn't return to the apartment until nearly three in the morning, exhausted, slightly 
drunk, and exhilarated from performing onstage again. He tried to be as quiet as possible but Bruce hadn't been 
sleeping soundly anyway, he had grown so used to Jan's warmth beside him in the bed it seemed he couldn't 
sleep well without him. He emerged from the bedroom to find Jan making a sandwich in the kitchen and crept 
up behind him to lock his arms around his slim waist, brushing a kiss across the nape of his neck. 

"Ah, you startled me," Jan gave a little squeal. "I didn't mean to wake you!" 

"You didn't!" Bruce turned his lover and gave him a thorough kiss. "Tell me about it, how did it go?" 

"It was fantastic! | never realized how much | missed this, Bruce! There's nothing like it" They sat at the 
kitchen table with Jan animatedly recounting the entire evening to Bruce. Bruce was thrilled to see Jan so 
happy, loving the sparkle in the gray-blue eyes, loving the excitement in his voice, and especially loving that Jan 
was still so wound up that their lovemaking was particularly energetic that night. 


The band had another gig at the same venue the following night and Bruce was able to attend this time. Seeing 
Jan in his element, seeing his skill and how the music completely took him over, was a Total turn on for Bruce, 
even more than his dancing at the club had been. After the show the band invited Bruce to tag along with 
them for a few drinks. Bruce learned that the members were all formerly in other bands much as Jan himself 
had been and they seemed to be decent blokes, they seemed to be aware of the nature of his relationship 
with Jan and had no problem with it. 


The following weeks fell into a bit of a routine. Although Bruce was loathe to admit it, some of Steve Harris's 
promotional schemes seemed to be working and the company picked up three new contracts. One, however, 
required regular flights on Saturdays and rather than ask his pilots to work weekends, Bruce took these flights 
himself so he was unable to attend Jan's gigs as often as he would have liked. The band usually had at least 
one show each weekend and often two, building as they were on the reputations they had built individually with 


their former bands. It was an idyllic time for Bruce, waking next to Jan every morning, often to the sensation 


of long blonde hair brushing against his thighs as he was awakened with a morning blow job. Domesticity agreed 
with him more than he would ever have imagined but he knew it was only because it was with Jan. The soft 

spoken, gentle hearted man had brought Bruce a sense of completion to his life, something he had never known 
through his cold childhood and the detached devotion he gave to his flying. In spite of their different schedules, 
the two took advantage of every moment they could spare together, whether in torrid lovemaking or in simply 


relaxing together, talking and growing closer, falling more deeply in love. 


They made a visit to Jan's family near Durham which went better than Bruce had anticipated. Jan's mother 
was as sweet-natured as Jan himself and while his father was more reserved, Bruce sensed no real negativity 
there. Gradually he was overcoming the sense of guilt and shame he had experienced after his ex-wife's 
reaction to his bisexuality and allowing himself to be happy. Every time he would glance across the car or the 
table to see Jan look back and smile at him his heart would swell. 

Bruce wasn't really sure exactly when he began to notice a slight change in Jan's manner. It was so subtle he 
shrugged it off as exhaustion on the part of the other man. After all, he was rehearsing with Gogmagog three 
rights a week and performing one or two nights as well as keeping up his studies and continuing his tutoring. 
There were a few times when he would come into the living room to find Jan simply holding his guitar but 
staring off into space, and somehow the sparkle in his eyes seemed to dull. As soon as he was with Bruce, Jan 
would brighten up and snuggle close to him and if anything he was more affectionate than ever, there was a 
sense of desperation to his passion that gradually became apparent to Bruce. It was especially noticeable on the 
nights when the band had a gig and this was what finally made an impression on Bruce. Rather than eagerly 
looking forward to the performances, Jan became almost reluctant to go, delaying leaving the apartment as 
long as possible and often initiating sex before leaving. For the first couple of weeks this happened, Bruce was 
simply happy to go along with it and enjoy it. Even the wet traces on Jan's cheeks weren't unusual enough to 
be terribly alarming; Jan often became very emotional as they were making love. 

Bruce was able to push it to the back of his mind for as long as possible. In every other respect, things were 
fantastic and he was happier than he had ever been. Business was going well and Steve Harris was keeping out 
of his way, seemingly ashamed of having let his vulnerability show in front of Bruce that one time. He avoided 
coming to the company any more than was absolutely necessary and Bruce was thankful for than, although 
Nicko showed unexpected insight by remarking to him in passing that Harris was actually a very lonely man 
and that he wished he knew of a way to get him to loosen up. 

"Why worry about him?" Bruce had jeered. "The man is richer than God, | don't feel a bit sorry for him." 
"Well, maybe you should, you know?" Nicko had raised an eyebrow. "After all, you weren't much different 
before you met this new man in your life. By the way, when do we get to meet this bloke, anyway?" 

Bruce wasn't too surprised that Nicko had surmised his situation even though he had never come right out 
and told anyone about Jan. But it hadn't occurred to him that the pilots or Dave may want to meet Jan. They 
were all friends, true, but they had never been the type to let their personal lives overlap their professional 
lives. He had met Jan's friends from the band, though. They occasionally stopped by the apartment to discuss 
things or go over possible new material, so it was only fitting that Jan meet his friends as well. He made a 
mental note to give some thought to a get-together of some kind 

But then he began to catch Jan crying at other times. Staring blankly, lost in thought when Bruce assumed he 
was watching TV with him, gray eyes both dull yet bright with unshed tears. The beautiful smile sad and 
trembling, the lilt of laughter absent even as they joked or shared small talk. He asked what was wrong, asked 


again and again. Jan always managed to brush the question aside, to distract Bruce with a kiss or a touch. It 


was becoming a regular thing for Jan to come home from gigs on the weekends drunk now. Not just tipsy, but 
downright drunk. Jan only drank beer, and it would take quite a bit for him to become that drunk on only beer. 
It was frustrating, but he couldn't persuade Jan to admit that something was wrong. After nearly a month of 
this, Bruce began to doubt himself. Was Jan tiring of him, did he want out of their relationship? 


Oh God! What if that was it? What if Jan was regretting getting involved with him? What if he had felt 
pressured into it, what if he had only moved in because he couldn't afford to get by on his own after quitting 
the club? Driving home on a Friday night, Bruce was consumed with these thoughts. He couldn't bear to think 
of losing Jan, of going back to the cold, empty life that he had thought of as ‘normal before meeting the 
blonde. He had to do something, he had to find out, but how? Jan wouldn't talk to him, he wouldn't even admit 
anything was wrong. 

Jan had already left when Bruce arrived home, which was somewhat unusual considering how reluctant he had 
been to go to the gigs recently. Bruce was just putting away the clean dishes when a knock sounded at the 
door. Opening the door, he was surprised to find Phil, Gogmagog's vocalist. 

"Hey, Bruce. | thought I'd give Jan a ride to the gig, is he ready to go?" 

"Um, he already left. | figured you guys must have already picked him up." He gestured for Phil to come in 
"No, the other guys are out in the van. It's a late gig tonight, we don't go on until ten” 

This was strange indeed. From not wanting to go to the gig at all, Jan had now left early. A sudden thought 
occurred to Bruce "Hey, could | ride along to the gig with you guys? 

Phil shrugged. "Sure." 

Bruce was tied in knots, letting the band's conversation flow around him as he wrestled with his thoughts. For 
the first time he seriously considered the possibility that Jan had been seeing someone behind his back. Could 
it be the girl he had been tutoring? No, school was on summer break, the girl had most likely left the area 
until autumn. Phil had to nudge Bruce three times to get his attention 

"Hey, you all right there, mate?" 


A shadow passed Phil's eyes and it was a moment before he replied. Then instead of answering directly, he 
simply asked, "You care about him a lot, don't you?" 

Bruce nodded without hesitation, his voice low. "He means everything to me." 

Phil's expression softened and he lowered his voice so the others couldn't hear. "I've known Jan for years, 
Bruce. Something is wrong, | just don't know what. It might have something to do with that James guy." 
"James? Who is James?" Bruce had never heard Jan mention anyone named James. 

"Damned if | know who he is." Phil shrugged. "He started showing up at the gigs several weeks ago, hanging 
around after Jan. At first Jan avoided him but one day | saw them talking and now they leave the gigs 
together all the time. If you ask me, the guys a creep." 

"Are they..?" Bruce couldn't think of a way to ask, but Phil knew what he was trying to ask. 


| really don't know, Bruce, but | will say this. I've never seen Jan so miserable as when he leaves with that 


guy." 


Chapter Three 


That didn't make any sense to Bruce. Jan was hanging around with this James guy but miserable doing it? They 
had arrived at the gig by then, a popular club at the edge of the city, and Bruce helped the band unload out of 
appreciation for letting him tag along. Jan was nowhere to be seen but it was still over an hour until it was 
time to go on, and Bruce gathered the guys together quickly. 

"Listen, guys, | don't want Jan to know I'm here, okay? I...'m hoping to surprise him." 

Phil had an idea that Bruce was hoping to see for himself what Jan was up to and he had a momentary regret 
that he had said anything, but his gut instinct told him that Bruce had Jan's best interests at heart. The 
other band members merely accepted Bruce's explanation and finished setting up as Bruce located an out-of- 
the-way seat at the darkened far end of the bar, seating himself with a beer to wait. Jan showed up a few 
minutes later, looking listless and talking with the band members in monosyllables as he adjusted his own amps. 
He only seemed to come to life when the set began, visibly relaxing as the music took possession of him. As 
always, Bruce couldn't tear his eyes from him, completely enthralled by his talent and his performance. The 
band played a forty minute set then took a fifteen minute break and it was then that Bruce noticed a vaguely 
familiar man sitting at a table near the stage. The lighting was poor and he couldn't put his finger on where he 
had seen the man before, but even though Jan stayed close to his band members, the man went over to him 
and ran his fingers lightly through Jan's long, wavy hair. 

Bruce saw red. He could scarcely stop himself from charging over there, especially as he saw Jan flinch away 
from the man's touch. Everything about Jan's body language showed tension but when the man tugged at Jan's 
sleeve, Jan obediently stood and followed him to join him at his table. Bruce watched with interest, the 
knowledge that he should recognize this man nagging at the back of his mind. Jan's relief was obvious when the 
break was over and the band took the stage again, he threw himself completely into the rest of the 
performance but this time Bruce divided his attention between Jan and the mysterious man who followed Jan's 
every move just as Bruce had been doing. Jan generally took the right side of the stage but that was where 
the man sat so Jan switched with the bassist, Neil, and took left stage. As the show came to an end it was 
obvious to Bruce, who knew Jan so well, that his spirits had fallen and after hurriedly packing up his equipment 
he attempted to leave the pub with them, carrying the gear. Bruce watched with avid interest as the man 
James stood with an almost overdone air of resignation and followed the band out the back door to the alley 
where they had parked the van. 

Bruce quickly paid his tab and exited the front door, entering the alley quietly. The other band members were 
loading the equipment but James had caught up with Jan and was even now leading him away down the alley, 
fortunately in Bruce's direction. Bruce pressed himself into the shadows and waited until he could catch 
snatches of the conversation. 

"got to get home, | have an exam to study for." Jan was saying. That wasn't true, Bruce knew, as Jan's 
summer classes had only begun and there were no exams scheduled this early in the term. 

"All right, we'll make it quick, then. If you didn't always get sloshed first it would be quicker every time." 

Jan merely hung his head, letting James lead him blindly until they came to a darkened area away from the lit 
back windows, then he suddenly swung Jan around by the arm and pushed him roughly to his knees. He was 
untastening his pants when a fist exploded in his face. Bruce had moved without conscious thought, he was 
upon them before he was even aware he had moved, and he was fury incarnate. James fell back at the first 


blow but Bruce didn't relent, in fact he increased the attack, pounding the man's face until blood flowed freely 


from his nose and mouth. 

Jan still knelt on the bricks, stunned. Bruce had appeared so suddenly and unexpectedly that he couldn't 
comprehend what was happening. When he realized it was Bruce, he stood and grabbed his lover's arm, trying 
to pull him off the other man. By this time Bruce realized who James was, he was the man who had accosted 
Jan twice outside Rod's. James was now semi-conscious, half lying against the wall and Bruce drew back his 
booted foot for a vicious kick. 

"Bruce, no!" 

Bruce turned on Jan, still furious. "No?! You're telling me not to beat the fuck out of this asshole? Why, Jan? 
Why shouldn't | kill him, tell me that?" He suddenly felt drained, defeated, all the fight leaving him. "Do you 


"Nol" Jan shouted. "God, no, of course not! But you don't understand!" 

"What's there to understand? You were going to.., to," Bruce ran his hand, moist with James blood, over his 
face, his emotions so torn he couldn't even speak. He found he was crying, though he hadn't realized it. 

"Bruce, please! Let me explain" Jan implored, taking Bruce by the arm and steering him out of the alley to the 
broad steps of a nearby bank, away from the crowded sidewalk. They left the barely conscious James lying 
there without a backward glance. The other members of Gogmagog wisely finished loading their gear and left, 
knowing that the two had a great deal to work out. 

Bruce let himself be sat down but he was still like a coiled spring, actually shaking with pent up excitement and 
unresolved fury. He sat, not looking at Jan, waiting to hear what the other man had to say. But when Jan 
spoke, his words were completely unexpected. 

"| had to, Bruce. | had to, because of how much | love you.” 

Bruce spun, incredulous. "What the fuck does that mean?! You were going to suck some guy off in an alley 
because you love me? That's insane!" 

Jan was crying silently, his voice almost inaudible. "| know how that sounds, but you don't know who that man 
is! He's James Kendall. Does that name sound familiar?" It did, but Bruce wasn't thinking clearly enough to place 


it. Jan went on "He is the top attorney in town, Bruce. His word carries a great deal of influence. He told 


business, and he could do it! He's done it before, the other dancers at Rod's told me he had tried it with some 
of them but none of them had anything of value to lose. You do, you've poured your life into your business, 
and he knew | would do anything to keep you from losing it! Bruce, | didn't have a choice!" Jan broke down then, 
sobs wracking his body. "I know I've lost you, | know you can't forgive me. But you'll get over it, and at least 
you still have your company!" 

Bruce sat stunned, Jan's words gradually sinking in. He recognized the name James Kendall now, the man had an 
unscrupulous reputation. There had been unspecified rumors for years that he was mysteriously acquiring 
businesses that had suddenly gone insolvent through blackmail and threats. 

Jan sat with his arms clutching his knees to his chest, his head bowed and his shoulders shaking though he 
was trying to be quiet. There was no doubt or hesitation in Bruce's mind. He gently laid his hand on Jan's slim 
shoulder. He didn't know what to say, he couldn't form words. Jan didn't move, didn't acknowledge his touch at 
all, so he moved closer and slipped both arms around him. 

"You should have told me." It was all he could think to say. "Why didn't you just tell me?" 

Jan shook his head slightly, still not raising his head. "What would you have done? | know what you would have 
done" He raised his head then, his face a mask of misery. "You would have beat the fuck out of him and he 


would have taken everything you've worked so hard for!" 


Bruce opened his mouth to speak, but closed it again. Jan was right and they both knew it. 

"And now that's going to happen anyway! I'm sorry, Bruce, I'm so sorry!" Jan lowered his head again, his fingers 
clutched in his hair so tightly his knuckles were white. 

It doesn't matter." Bruce heard himself say, and he knew it was the truth. "None of that matters, | don't care. 
| only care about you! Don't ever keep anything from me again, Jan. Please, promise me you'll never keep 
anything from me again!" 

Jan was silent, he'd raised his head but was looking straight ahead at the dark buildings across the street. "I 
was going to go home tonight. Home to Durham. | was at the train station" His voice was so low Bruce had to 
strain to hear him. "But | owed it to the guys, | couldn't leave them without a guitarist." 

"You were going to leave me." Bruce stated flatly. 

‘It would have been best." 

"No, Goddamn it, it wouldn't!" Bruce's voice raised again and some people passing on the sidewalk glanced up at 
where they sat in the darkness. He made an effort to lower it. "Okay, so maybe this Kendall asshole will cause 
trouble. We'll deal with that, | don't know how but I'm not worried about that now. But | can't lose you, Jan! | 
can't!" 

There was a note of desperate pleading in Bruce's voice that made Jan finally turn to look at him. "You...you 
still want me, even though..." 

‘Of course | want youl I'll always want youl" Bruce grasped both of Jan's arms so tightly it must have hurt 
but neither seemed to care. "I love you, you idiot!" 

Jan collapsed then, falling into Bruce's arms and Bruce cradled him close though he was crying as well. He was 
so attuned to Jan that he understood completely how cornered Jan had felt, how Kendall had manipulated him 
into feeling trapped and without any choice but to capitulate. Neither of them knew how long they sat there. 
The sidewalks below them became more deserted and a light mist began to fall but still they sat there, 
wrapped together, unwilling to let go. 

Finally Bruce pulled out his phone and called a taxi. They hadn't spoken for quite some time but in the cab, 
Bruce had to ask "How many times did it happen, Jan?" 

Jan's voice was dull. "At first it was just. just with my hands, you know. | was stupid enough to think he would 
settle for that. Then right after we got back from my parents..." 

He didn't have to finish. That had been three weeks before. He squeezed Jan's hand. "Its okay," he whispered, 
unwilling to let the driver overhear. "It's over. You are mine. Only mine." 

Once they arrived home Bruce put Jan to bed. Jan was on autopilot, so mentally and emotionally drained he was 
beyond exhaustion. He fell asleep as soon as Bruce pulled the covers up to his neck, but Bruce sat for a long 
time just watching him. He knew they were in for a world of trouble from Kendall, but all he could think of now 
was how much he loved this man at his side. Even in sleep, Jan's face showed the strain of the past few 
weeks and Bruce cursed himself for not having done something sooner. He had known something was wrong but 
he had pushed it aside in his mind, unwilling to deal with it. Never again, he promised himself. Jan would be his 
first priority from this moment on. Ahead of his business, ahead of himself, ahead of everything. None of it 
mattered without Jan. Eventually he lay down next to Jan, holding him lightly so as not to wake him but 


unwilling to break physical contact even as he was falling asleep. 


In the morning Bruce awakened first and leaned to kiss Jan's cheek. The gray eyes fluttered open and Jan 
reached up to touch Bruce's face. 
"Morning, love." Bruce whispered. "You don't have to get up, | just wanted to let you know | have to go to the 


airfield for a couple of hours. Will you be okay?" 

"IIl be all right. | know you have a delivery on Saturday. Go do what you have to do, don't worry about me." 
"Promise me you'll be here when get back?" Bruce couldn't stop himself from asking. 

"lll be here as long as you want me here, Bruce. | promise." 


Bruce smiled. "Then you're going to be here for a very long time!" 


As soon as he pulled away from the curb, Bruce went into action. There was a great deal to be done. First he 
called Adrian, offering him double the usual rate to take the Saturday flight in his place. Ade had been puzzled 
but something in Bruce's voice convinced him something very important had come up and he agreed to do it. 
Then Bruce took a deep breath and dialed a number he had never had to use before. The private number of 
Steve Harris. 

"Harris? Its Bruce Dickinson. | need to meet with you urgently, its very important.” 

After a moment of stunned silence, the other man replied. "Do you know where | live?" 

Bruce did. He had never been there but the location of Harris's estate just outside of the city was fairly well 
known. 

"l'Il be home all day. Just buzz at the gate and I'll let you in" Harris hung up. 

Bruce didn't know what to expect, a mansion or a manor house of some kind perhaps, but Steve Harris's home 
was a large old farmhouse set in open fields at the end of a long lane. The gate opened silently when he 
pressed the buzzer and he drove up, parking in front of the double front door next to Harris's familiar 
Mercedes. Harris himself opened the door and silently gestured for him to enter. 

Bruce looked around curiously. The house was large but furnished simply and comfortable with children's toys 
strewn about here and there. Girls laughter sounded from some room in the depths of the house as Bruce 
followed Harris into a room lined by floor to ceiling bookshelves. Harris was dressed simply, wearing a tee shirt 
and cargo shorts, his long hair hanging loose down his back. He seated himself behind a highly polished antique 
desk and offered an overstuffed chair to Bruce. 

“All right, then. What's so urgent?" 

Bruce wasn't sure where to begin, he was even questioning now whether it had been wise to come. I... need 
help." 


Harris raised an eyebrow. "Financial help? The company is doing well." 


Interest sparked in Steve Harris's brown eyes. "Tell me what's happening." 

Taking a deep breath and steeling himself against his own pride, Bruce plunged forward" Do you know an 
attorney named James Kendall?" 

Harris nodded once but a twist of his lips showed that not only was he familiar with the name, Kendall was no 
friend of his. "Go on" 

"A..a friend of mine," Then Bruce decided fuck it, he was going to be completely honest. "My boyfriend, who | 
love very much, has been being blackmailed by Kendall. | only learned of it last night and | beat the shit out of 
Kendall. He's going to come after me, and you are the only man | know that may be able to help.” 

Harris leaned back, gesturing for Bruce to continue. "Tell me the whole story, Bruce.” 

So Bruce did, starting from when he met Jan up until the events of the night before. When he had finished, 
Harris sat in silence, his face thoughtful. Bruce fidgeted, waiting. It had been incredibly difficult for him to 
come to Steve Harris, to abandon his dignity and bare his soul to a man he had no reason to expect sympathy 


from, but then he thought of Jan. Jan had sacrificed even more, had let himself be used and degraded and had 


been willing to give up everything, even his future with Bruce, in hopes of saving Bruce's company. He couldn't 
let that all have been in vain. 

Finally, Harris spoke. "| hate that son of a bitch Kendall. He has never bothered me so I've left him alone, but | 
never knew he was doing this kind of sleazy shit. I've heard a great deal of dirt about him and it won't take 
much to prove any of it. I'll make some phone calls right away. He won't bother you or your friend...your 
boyfriend again, | promise you." 

Bruce was flabbergasted. He had been grasping at straws by coming to Harris, it was the only course of action 
he could think to take but he hadn't really expected Harris to help him. After all, why should he? They were 
only business associates, after all. "Thank youl" he managed to say. 

To his surprise, Harris smiled. "Don't look so surprised! I'm not the cold hearted monster people seem to think | 


am. 
"We don't think that!" Bruce protested without thinking, then he felt he had to elaborate. "It's just that you're, 
well, not very..ummm, outgoing.” he finished lamely. 

To his relief, Harris laughed outright, standing and coming from behind the desk. He didn't respond to Bruce's 
words, instead saying he would call in some favors immediately to ensure James Kendall would make no move 
against Bruce or against Jan. "The managers of a few of my clubs have had complaints about him before, but 
they were intimidated because Kendall acts like he holds a lot of influence. Believe me, he doesn't" 

Bruce followed Harris back through the house, glancing into the rooms they passed. One room seemed to be 
filled with electronic equipment and musical instruments but they passed by too quickly for him to get more 
than a glimpse. Halfway through the living room three little girls, all seemingly under the age of 12, suddenly 
descended upon them in a flurry of giggles and squeals. The youngest, who couldn't been more than six years 
old, latched onto Harris's legs. 

"Daddy, Daddy, Kerry says | can't ride her bike! Tell her to let me, Daddy! Please?" 

Harris laughed, his face softening into an indulgent smile. "It's her bike, Faye. You have your own!" 

The little girl suddenly noticed Bruce and went shy, hiding half behind her Dad and putting her fingers in her 
mouth, her eyes wide. A slightly older girl came over and took her hand to lead her away, but she planted her 
feet and faced Bruce. 

"Hello. Are you a friend of my Daddy's?" 

"Hush, now, don't bother him." The other girl tugged on her arm, but Bruce stepped forward. 

"Hello, sweetheart. Yes, I'm a friend of your father's. My name is Bruce." He held out his hand to the little girl, 
who hesitantly reached out and shook it briefly. For the first time, the oldest girl stepped forward and took 
charge. "Come on I'll let you ride my bike." She took each of the other girls by the hand and led them back 
down the hallway they had emerged from. 

"They're beautiful girls." Bruce remarked, and was amazed by the transformation in Harris's expression 
"They're my life." he said softly. There was a mix of pride and a kind of loneliness in his voice. 

"They made quite an impression on Nicko's little girls. He's asked me a few times if | thought you would be 
willing to bring them over to play again 

Harris looked up in some surprise as he opened the front door to escort Bruce out. "Really? Maybe | should, | 
think they would like that." 

Bruce left it at that, thanked Harris again, and turned to leave but suddenly turned back. "You know, you're 
welcome out at the hangar even when there isn't business to discuss. Drop in for a visit sometime." With a 


wave, Bruce climbed into his car and left. 


Chapter Four 


When Bruce arrived home he could hear the strains of acoustic music before reaching the door. He entered 
quietly, knowing Jan well enough to know he was seeking solace for his troubled mind in music. He sat on the 
couch, his fingers moving gracefully over the guitar strings, his eyes closed. The music was something Bruce 
didn't recognize. 

When the song was finished Jan looked up to see Bruce sitting in the chair opposite the coffee table. "That was 
beautiful, but it sounded sad" 

Jan didn't reply, laying the guitar aside, and Bruce came around to sit next to him. 

"Don't look so worried, | don't think Kendall will trouble us anymore." 

Jan's eyes widened in alarm. "What did you dol?" 

Bruce had to laugh a bit. "I didn't arrange to have him killed or anything like that, if that's what you're thinking. 
| just went to the one person | know who's more powerful than Kendall and | think he'll be able to put the fear 
of God in him. Umm... had to tell him what had been happening, though, l'm afraid." 

Jan shook his head dismissively. "That doesn't matter, the important thing is getting that man out of our lives. 
Thanks, Bruce. You have every reason to never want to see me again, yet you're helping me." 

"The thing most l'm upset about is that you didn't come to me when that asshole first approached you, but | 
can understand why. Jan," Bruce reached up and brushed Jan's hair back from his face, stroking his thumb 
along his jaw line, "we can handle anything if we talk to one another and are completely open with each other. | 
feel like I've been keeping you out too, but that's going to stop. | want you to be in every part of my life. | 
want you to come to the airfield more often, if you'd like to. Get to know the guys there." 

Jan smiled, his eyes dark with emotion. "That means a lot to me," he admitted, and Bruce couldn't restrain 
himself any longer, reaching out and taking the blonde in his arms. He brushed his lips softly against Jan's, 
feeling the softness of the other's lips mold to his own perfectly. He felt Jan's long fingers thread through his 
hair and he cupped the blonde's head, bringing him closer, feeling an overwhelming tenderness as Jan's lips 
traveled from his mouth to his cheek and neck. He kissed a torturously slow line of kisses down Jan's neck, 
behind his ear, brushing the soft hair aside as Jan tilted his head back, his lips parted slightly. They leaned 
back against the back of the couch, Bruce's arms tightening around Jan's slim waist, pulling him tighter, feeling 
the little tremor as his kisses dipped lower to the base of Jan's throat, dipping his tongue teasingly into the 
hollow of this throat. 

Let's go into the bedroom," he suggested breathlessly, and Jan nodded. They fell onto the mattress but Bruce 
felt impelled to go slowly, he wanted to savour Jan's every Touch, every breath, every sensation. At the back 
of his consciousness he was certain Jan needed to be reminded of his value after how he had been used as no 
more than a piece of meat by James Kendall and Bruce wanted to show him exactly how special he was to him. 
He gently pulled Jan's shirt off, climbing astride him and covering his chest with kisses, circling each nipple with 
his tongue until he had Jan squirming beneath him. Jan tugged at the hem of his shirt so Bruce pulled it off, 
loving the feel of Jan's fingers through his chest hair, brushing against his own nipples as Jan's mouth 
fastened to his neck, biting and sucking then licking the skin there. 

"You taste so good," Jan breathed, "I love how you taste.” 

Bruce's only reply was a moan and he moved down Jan's smooth, taut stomach to unfasten his jeans. He didn't 
want to move too fast, he wanted to prolong this. Recently the mood of their lovemaking had been different, 
something Bruce now understood to be a result of what Jan had been going through. It had been less playful, 


more tense and almost frantic, but now they could go back to the lazy, indulgent all day lovemaking that had 
marked their first few weeks together. Before unzipping Jan's jeans he moved back up the blonde's body to kiss 
his lips again. Long, deep kisses, letting their tongues twine together, learning every nuance of each other's 
mouths. 

Jan's hands were on Bruce's back, traveling up and down his spine, lowering to cup his arse, squeezing him and 
pulling him against him. 


Bruce couldn't hold back any longer, he lowered Jan's zipper, fingers trembling in their urgency, peeling the 
tight jeans down his lover's hips until they were kicked off even as his own jeans were being opened. Jan's hand 
crept inside, closing around Bruce's length and he moaned at the sensation. Once they were both completely 
nude the physical sensation of skin against skin was excruciating, the heat and hardness of their arousal as 
they ground together almost enough to bring them to climax from that alone. Kissing his way down Jan's body 
again, Bruce deliberately teased him with licks and kisses before he took Jan completely into his mouth, tasting 
the essence of the other man's excitement on his tongue as he cupped his firm buttocks. 

Jan moved against him, trying not to thrust so hard he would choke Bruce, and Bruce released him only To dip 
his tongue lower, circling the balls one by one then taking them each into his mouth. Jan loved this, he knew, 
and he stroked the blonde to the very edge of orgasm before relenting. 

Jan let out a low whine, his hands in Bruce's hair, and as Bruce raised up again he felt Jan slip the familiar 
tube of lubricant into his hand. 

"Now, Bruce," Jan whispered, "don't make me wait any longer.” 

Bruce wasn't small and as always he was careful to ensure Jan was ready, but when they came together and 
he was looking down into those stormy gray eyes he had to force himself to slow down, to make it last as long 
as possible. Jan crossed his ankles around Bruce's thighs, meeting every thrust perfectly, and then there was 
no way to hold back the tide. Jan always maintained eye contact through the act, at least until orgasm took 
him away, and though Bruce had found this disconcerting at first, it was incredibly sensual. He was also quite 
vocal with murmurs, moans, gasps and cries but afterwards they lay together quietly, still caught up in the 
phenomenal passion they had just experienced. They spent the remainder of the day in bed, alternately loving 


and talking, reconnecting after and becoming even closer. 


On Sunday the two were in the living room, Jan idly strumming on his acoustic as Bruce reclined on the couch 
reading a book on World War Two planes, when a knock sounded at the door. They froze, looking at one another. 
No one ever came to the flat except utility readers and the postman. Bruce marked his place in the book and 
answered the door to find Steve Harris on the doorstep. He wouldn't have been more surprised if it had been 
the Pope. 

"Steve!" In his surprise he called the man by his Christian name but neither seemed to notice. "Come in!" 
Harris entered a bit awkwardly and Jan laid his guitar aside, standing. 

"Steve Harris, this is Janick" Bruce felt no other introduction was necessary. Harris briefly shook the hand Jan 
offered. 

| wanted to let you both know that you need have no further worries about James Kendall. | left word that 
he wasn't to be allowed in any of my clubs, and he showed up at one of the midtown places last night. When 
he was refused access he very stupidly tried to fight the bouncer and the police were called. They found a 
large amount of cocaine, ecstasy, and other drugs on him. He isn't going to weasel his way out of this one, he's 


going to be put away for a very long time." 


"Oh, thank God" Jan breathed, and Bruce echoed that. Harris nodded. 

"I wanted to let you know personally." He turned to leave, then caught sight of the line of electric guitars Jan 
kept against one wall of the room. "Those are yours?" He shot Jan a quick look. 

Jan nodded, and Harris walked over for a better look "Is that a ‘62 Jazzmaster?" 

"Yeah. I've had the pickups modified, though." Jan told him. 

Harris reached for it, "May |?" 

‘Of course.” Jan handed him the guitar. Harris looked it over and strummed it experimentally. 

| used to have one a lot like this before | switched to playing bass. Its in excellent condition" 

"Here, try it" Jan plugged the guitar in and switched on an amp. Harris perched on the edge of the couch and 
played a short piece flawlessly. Bruce had all but forgotten that Jan mentioned he had once had his own band. 
Jan was telling him about how he had the pickups stacked and which strings he preferred and Bruce watched 
in some amusement as the two unlikely men connected. Steve Harris became animated when talking about 
music and accepted the beer Bruce offered him with a genuine smile. He was familiar in a general way with 
White Spirit, Jan's old band, and when he heard about Gogmagog he expressed considerable interest, recognizing 
the names of the other musicians from their former bands. He and Jan didn't exclude Bruce from their 
conversation but Bruce preferred to sit back and listen, he loved to hear how knowledgeable Jan was and 
watched as Steve Harris seemed to almost visibly thaw as they talked. 

"Why did you stop playing professionally?" he asked Steve out of curiosity. 

Harris gave a half shrug. "After | bought my first club there just wasn't time for both. Then Lauren was born 
and | bought more clubs and it just got pushed aside | suppose. | still play at home to relax, I've built a small 
studio at the house just to mess around in" 

Harris stayed at the flat for over an hour, at the end he and Jan jammed a little on a couple of songs and 
after he left Jan remarked that he seemed to be a rice guy. 

"| suppose he is, if | look past the fact he tries to get too involved in my company.” 

"I think maybe he's just trying to find some kind of purpose, you know?" Jan sat back down on the couch and 
accepted the beer Bruce handed him. "I've heard he was considered one of the best bassists in the country 
before he quit" 


Bruce smiled. It was so like Jan to see the best in everyone. 


Chapter Five 


The following weeks rekindled the joy Bruce and Jan had shared before the shadow of James Kendall had fallen 
over their lives. The relief Jan felt with the knowledge that that horrible man could never hurt either of them 
again was almost physical and he showed it with the unbridled enthusiasm he threw into everything he did. 
Bruce was realizing now how he had allowed himself to become more dull and humdrum than he had been 
aware but now with Jan in his life his sense of fun had returned. He found himself more light hearted than he 
had felt in years, laughing and enjoying even the most ordinary mundane things simply because of the man at 
his side. Jan was a free spirited person and, as he had warned Bruce, he sometimes did simply wander off for 
walks at any hour of the day or night. Bruce was learning not to worry about this, it was simply his way of 
relaxing and collecting his thoughts. He always returned from these excursions with a sense of peace and 
Bruce had to learn to trust than Jan was careful and could take care of himself, in spite of how protective 


Bruce felt toward him. 


Bruce kept true to his word about including Jan in more of the business aspect of his life. When Jan had need 
for a vehicle, Bruce sometimes let him use the car and on those days Jan would come to the airfield to join 
Bruce and whichever pilots who happened to be there for lunch. Dave and Jan becamme friends, both men 
having the same easygoing manner about them, and on the occasions either Nicko or Ade weren't on a flight 
they, too, would join them. Everyone took to Jan right away, he was open and easygoing with a quick wit and 
Bruce was pleased, though he hadn't it expected it to be any other way. It was inconceivable to him that 


anyone wouldn't like Jan. 


Bruce's business was picking up more contracts and both pilots were often busy flying several flights each 
day. Bruce found that he could rely on Dave more and more to take care of things at the office which freed 
him up to take some of the flights himself, lightening the burden on Adrian and Nicko and also giving him some 
much needed flight time. Steve Harris was keeping his input to a minimum and rarely visited the airfield, 
phoning occasionally to check in but offering fewer of the suggestions Bruce had found so intrusive. Bruce 
wasn't sure what was behind this change but he was happy about it. He felt more comfortable with Harris 


now but still preferred to run his business without the other man hovering over him. 


Jan's work with Gogmagog didn't earn as much as he had been making as dancer but he was happier, which 
was more important to the both of them. The band had no high aspirations, all the members had day jobs and 
played for fun and a few extra quid, but it still occasionally took Jan away overnight for out of town gigs. Jan 
was uncomfortable about this at first but Bruce managed to assure him it wasn't a problem, especially since 
Jan was no longer returning from gigs dead drunk That had understandably been his way of coping with 
Kendall's attentions and now he was back to enjoying only a few beers a night. The first night Jan was away 
made it painfully clear to Bruce that his life was no longer complete without Jan at his side and he was 
acutely conscious of the emptiness on the other side of the bed, sleeping poorly, though of course he couldn't 


mention this to Jan. 


On the Monday after Jan's first away gig Bruce showed up to work somewhat late, Jan having kept him up 


through the night showing that he had missed him as well, to find Steve Harris was paying them the first visit 
in weeks. He found the man sitting on a workbench in the hangar chatting casually with Nicko and Dave as Ade 
was running the safety check on his plane and Harris greeted him with a smile. 

"Dickinson! | think | may have found a new contract source for you, if you're interested Let's go in your 
office" He stood but called over to Nicko. "I'll have your girls picked up at ten Saturday, all right?" 

"Right, mate, and thanks again. They'll love Blackpool, we haven't gone in ages." 

Once in Bruce's office, Harris didn't even try to take the chair behind the desk as he once would have, perching 
on the edge of the desk instead. 

"So what's this source, then? Mind you, we're pretty fully booked right now." 

‘Its only every other week, but its to Scotland. To Aberdeen, delivering supplies to the port for the offsea oil 
rigs. t pays well but | told them | needed to consult with you, | know you're pretty full up now and what's 
more it would mean staying overnight there and flying back the next morning.” 

The two men sat and went over the details but in the end Bruce decided he could manage it if he took the 
Aberdeen flights himself. The money was too good to turn down and it could lead to more Scottish contracts, 
eventually possibly expanding to the purchase of a fourth plane if it became feasible. Expanding the business 
was a dream of Bruce's, one he knew was still in the future but this could be the first step toward that goal. 
An undeniable appeal was also that this would give Bruce a chance to do more flying himself, something he 
dearly missed and also needed to keep his licenses current. It was only a 90 minute flight one-way but as it 
was always going to be at the same time late on a Friday afternoon Harris's source had told him of a small 
company in Aberdeen needing materials moved on Saturday, which was why an overnight stay was necessary. 
That evening over a pint at their favorite pub Bruce filled Jan in on the details. 

"The best part is that the contractor is paying for my overnight stay so it will all be profit after expenses." 
Then he sighed. "And the downside is that it will mean still more nights we have to spend apart. It's silly, | 
know. Couples go through nights apart all the time, but that doesn't mean | have to like it." 

"| get that. | don't like the overnight gigs we've been having either but it can't be helped " Under the table Jan 
nudged his knee against Bruce's. "It just means we have to make up for lost time when we get home." 

Bruce returned the pressure to Jan's leg. "We don't need an excuse for that! You know, Harris acted a little 
different today. More like a regular guy, if you know what | mean. Nicko told me he asked if he could take his 
girls along on a trip to the amusement park this weekend. It's been a few years since his divorce, maybe he's 
finally ready to loosen up a bit” 

"Could be. He needs to get back into playing music, if you ask me. He's very good." 

"Not as good as you, mate!" 


Jan laughed. "You're only flattering me to get into my pants!" 


It was dark when they left the pub and as they walked the several blocks back to their flat they held hands. 
The feel of Jan's long fingers entwined with his was somehow arousing for Bruce and as he listened to Jan 
chat about some antics his band members had gotten up to Bruce's mind kept drifting to things he wanted to 
do to Jan until he pressed the blonde against the wall the minute they were safely inside their door, kissing 
him hungrily. 

"Wow!" Jan gasped as they broke apart. "Where did that come from?" 

"From you being an incredible tease even when you aren't trying to bel” 

Jan laughed as they went the rest of the way inside and sat on the couch. "I think it's just that you're a 
horny bastard. But don't stop, | like you that way!" 


"And | wonder if you were such a tart when you dated women’ 

"To be honest | was kind of shy around women. | never felt | could be myself around them, they always 
seemed to say one thing and mean another." 

"You're certainly not shy with me!" 

Jan laughed and swung himself onto Bruce's lap, straddling him and kissing him. "I don't need to be!" He moved 
his hips against Bruce and was rewarded by being flipped onto his back on the couch, his shirt pulled over his 
head and the sensation of Bruce's nips and licks down his jaw and neck. Jan gave back as good as he got, his 
hands busy along Bruce's ribs and down his spine to dip his fingers beneath the waist of Bruce's jeans as far 
as the tight fabric would allow. Frustrated, Bruce hurriedly tore off his jeans to find Jan had done the same. 
The blonde almost never wore briefs and today was no exception, he was completely nude and vulnerable 
beneath Bruce, filled with need and zealous in showing it. The two coupled several times that night, not at all 


unusual for them, and once again in the morning in the shower. 


The first flight Bruce took to Aberdeen went flawlessly. The contractor put him up in an adequate hotel and 
the return flight was an easy one, the cargo drop off right on his route. Jan had an overnight gig in Bristol 
that same night, the furthest from home the band had yet been booked, and Bruce returned to the flat to 
find he had already returned and had made them a light supper. Neither man was an exceptional cook but they 
were not particular and could always grab a bite at the pub. As the next day was Sunday, Bruce had promised 
to accompany Jan on one of his country walks. He had joined him several times and even though he was 
indifferent about the actual hiking aspect of it he loved to spend every moment he could with Jan. Fall term at 
the University was to start soon and Jan would return to a full class load and a few new tutoring students so 


they were both anxious to enjoy all the time they possibly could together. 


Bruce was thankful that he was strong and in good physical condition as he matched the stride of Jan's long 
legs. They walked the open fields this time, it was a warm but cloudy day and the area was sparsely populated 
so Jan stopped at a rise in the land and they had their lunch on a low stone stile overlooking miles of open 
pastures and grasslands. Jan sat munching his snacks gazing around but Bruce could only look at him, still taken 
aback by his attractiveness even after months together. Jan looked over and caught him. 

"Why are you staring at me, do | have grass in my hair?" 

Bruce laughed. "No, but you look at your idea of the beauty around us and I'll look at mine." 

Jan laughed. "| may be many things, but beautiful isn't one of them. You're just blind” 

"Blinded by love." 

"Or lust!" Jan grinned. 

Bruce shook his head, "No. Well, that's in there tool" He laughed, tackling Jan and pulling him to the ground 
beside him for a kiss. 

The two wrestled, laughing, but the feeling of Jan's lithe body wriggling beneath him soon changed Bruce's 
mood from playful to amorous. He crushed the other man beneath him, capturing his mouth with a searing 
kiss. 

"So that's the way this is going!" Jan murmured against him. "You know, | don't think we've ever fooled around 
outdoors, have we?" 

Bruce thought. "We've made out a few times." 

"Ummhmm, but..." Jan's hand was creeping lower on Bruce's stomach, sliding across the front of his jeans, 
across the prominent bulge there, "but | think we can do better than that!" 


He was kissing Bruce's neck now, unbuttoning the denim shirt Bruce was wearing one button at a time. Bruce 
twined his fingers in the silky hair, urging Jan's mouth lower until he felt his jeans being unclasped and the 
zipper lowered slowly. The cool air on his hot flesh was stimulating, especially when it was immediately followed 
by the warmth of Jan's mouth engulfing him slowly, one bit at a time until he was completely surrounded by 
the moist heat, feeling every slight movement of Jan's tongue against him. It was all he could do to hold it 
together. 

"Jan, if you keep that up...” 

Jan immediately released him with a teasing smile, raising himself to kiss him. "Don't worry, | want some of 
this too!" 

Bruce's hands were already stripping Jan of his clothes, smoothing his palms over the soft, pale flesh of his 
belly to dip into the sparse hair below, finding Jan rigid and throbbing with desire. 

"| don't have anything with me..."Bruce began 

"We don't need anything, | just want you!" 

Jan swung a slender leg over Bruce, sitting back against his hardness and moving against him, teasing him. 
Looking up at Jan against the sky with his head thrown back, eyes closed, Bruce was overcome with pure lust 
and grasped Jan's hips, raising him to position him and let slowly, steadily sink into him. The coupling was wild, 
fierce, with Bruce rolling the blonde over to mount him from above so he could feel the long legs wrap around 
him, drawing him closer, building them rapidly to an unrestrained orgasm that caused them to both scream 
out loud 

They lay together, catching their breath, clasped in one another's arms and watching a hawk circle high in the 
sky above them. 

"We're going to have to do this more often" Bruce finally managed to say, and Jan giggled. 


Chapter Six 


Jan's fall classes began the following week and he announced to Bruce he switched his major from Humanities 
to music. Bruce thought it was a wonderful idea, he knew that music was where Jan's heart was and even 
though the job prospects may be fewer with a music degree, Jan already had enough credits in Humanities to 
easily land a job in teaching if it ever came to that. As for himself, the workload at the company was taxing 
but between himself and Dave they managed to keep things running smoothly and the books were balancing 
after five years of being in the red. Harris kept his distance but according to Nicko, the friendships between 
their daughters was growing strong and to his surprise he learned that Steve Harris had transferred his girls 
from the exclusive school they had been attending to the one Nicko's girls attended. 

"That's interesting.” Bruce commented when Nicko told him. "Any idea why he did that?" 

Nicko shrugged. "I s‘pose he just wants them to grow up as regular kids. My girls seem to know so much more 
about the real world than his, and you know he thinks the world of those girls. Plus," Nicko winked, "there's 
Emma" 

Bruce raised an eyebrow. "Emma?" 

Nicko nudged Bruce in the ribs. "The school counselor. Becky and | went with Steve to the school to show him 
and the girls around and he ended up talking to Emma for an hour. | think | saw sparks!" 

Bruce laughed. "No kidding! Steve Harris, smitten! Good! That man needs to get laid worse than anyone I've ever 
met!" 


Nicko burst into laughter. "Not saying that's gonna happen, Bruce, just that they were talking!" 


Jan had a local gig that Saturday and if it weren't for his Aberdeen flight, Bruce would have gone to the show. 
Gogmagog were good, they had a small but loyal following, but Jan was all Bruce could focus on when he 
watched their performances. Jan had a way of getting into his own zone as he played much as he had when 
dancing, and the music took him over completely. It wasn't unusual for him to get blatantly sexual onstage, 
clamping his Strat between his legs and thrusting his hips into it until Bruce's mouth was dry with desire and 
his loins were on fire. Missing the show was bad enough but the weather reports for Scotland were sketchy. 
The usual flight path led over the Cairngorms which were shrouded with fog and he would have to re-route 
further north to miss it, prolonging the flight. He called the flat to let Jan know he would call when he got to 
his hotel but evidently he had already left for the gig so, not in the best of moods, he did his pre-flight 
checks after the cargo was loaded and set off. 


When Jan returned to the flat after 2:00 AM. he found Bruce's message on the machine saying he would call 
when he arrived in Aberdeen, but no call had come in since then. That was curious, Bruce never failed to phone 
when he said he would, but Jan had no idea which hotel Bruce would be staying in so he couldn't call him. 
Completely knackered, Jan took a quick shower and fell into bed, conscious of the empty space on Bruce's side 
of the mattress but so exhausted he fell asleep almost immediately. 

He wasn't sure how much time had passed when the insistent ringing of the phone gradually penetrated his 
consciousness. Running a hand across his eyes he squinted at the bedside clock. It was after 5:00 AM, but 
surely this was Bruce calling. He snatched up the receiver. 


"Jan, have you heard anything from Bruce?" 

Jan felt an icy grip around his heart. "No, not since he left a message yesterday afternoon. Why? What's going 
on, Dave?" 

Something must have come through in his voice and he heard Dave sigh. "It's probably nothing to worry about, 
it could be any number of things." 

"Dave, what are you not telling me?" 


He heard the other man hesitate and when he spoke his voice was solemn. "He never arrived at Aberdeen last 


Jan had been standing at the bedside but sank to the mattress, stunned. "Well, aren't they looking for him?!" He 
heard the frantic note in his own voice but didn't care. 

Dave tried to calm him as much as he could. "Of course they are, they're checking all the airfields anywhere 
along the flight path, checking all the radar readouts. I'm here at the hangar with Ade, we're placing some calls 
of our own We'll find him, Jan" 

"l'm coming in" 

"You don't have to, there's really nothing more we can do...” 

"Damn it, I'm coming!" He slammed down the phone, threw on some clothes, and phoned a taxi. It probably only 
took fifteen minutes for the taxi to arrive but as Jan stood at the curb, shivering in his denim jacket, pacing, 
it felt like hours. He couldn't think clearly, still half asleep and unable to get his head around the fact that 
Bruce was missing. Actually missing. The cab ride to the airfield was interminable and the normal hustle of the 
early morning comings and goings of small planes seemed almost an affront to the situation. How could 
everything be happening as normal when Bruce was missing?! 

Jan found Dave in Bruce's office on the phone while Adrian sat at a computer going over the previous night's 
weather readouts. 

They both looked up as Jan entered. 

"No news." Dave covered the receiver of the phone and greeted him before he could ask "But no bad news, 
either. Sit down, Jan, have some coffee. You look like you could use some." 

Jan obeyed mechanically, pouring himself some coffee but was unable to sit down, pacing the room instead. 
"Can you tell me what you know as of now?" 

Dave was still on the phone so Adrian spun his chair and replied. "Everything seemed normal as far as 
Edinburgh. Bruce radioed in at the airport there at just after six, as he normally would, and updated his flight 
plan. He had originally planned to detour west toward Inverness to avoid an area of low clouds and fog but for 
some reason he switched back to his normal flight, which leads over the Cairngorms to approach Aberdeen 
from the west. We're not sure why, but he may have believed the fog had cleared." 

"Had it cleared?" 

Ade paused then shook his head. "No. A front was coming in from the southwest that would have cleared it 
but the front stalled and the fog and mist hung on all night" 

"Well, what are they doing up there? Don't they have people out searching?" Jan sounded angry and frustrated 
but it was understandable, particularly because he knew practically nothing about these matters. 

"They have radar scouring the area for emergency signals. If the plane ran into distress a signal is 
automatically triggered but so far they haven't detected any. As long as the weather persists they can't send 
actual search flights out" 

"God DAMN it!" Jan burst out, and the other men nodded in sympathy. Dave was off the phone now and 


brought Jan over to where he had charts spread across the desk, explaining to him how the weather patterns 


would affect the flight path but all Jan noticed was the wide area of absolute nothingness on the map in the 
area he indicated. Jan had never been to that area of the highlands but it was obviously very isolated. 

"What is there? What's the terrain like? Aren't there any houses or roads?" He saw no roads indicated on the 
map. 

"Um, no, not really. Is mostly sheep pastures and moorland. There are a few scattered farms but no real 
towns to speak of, and the area between Braemar and Newtonmore has no roads at all." 

Dave didn't have to say any more, it was in all their minds. Anything could have happened and it could be days 
before they found out. Dave went back on the phone, calling anyone he could think of in Scotland who might be 
of any help but until the weather cleared the bottom line was that no real search could be made. Adrian grew 
frustrated with the previous night's weather reports, turning his computer off with a snap and running his 
hand over his eyes tiredly. Almost an hour after Jan arrived, Nicko came in. They had been unable to get ahold 
of him the night before, he had been with his family at his in-laws and they had no way of reaching him, but 
evidently he had arrived home and received the message they had left. It was a repeat of the scene when Jan 
had arrived, questions with no answers and suggestions that had already been acted upon. Nicko impulsively 
wanted to take a plane and fly up to conduct a search himself but they had to convince him it would be 
useless in the fog, he wouldn't be able to see a thing. 

"Leave the search to the professionals, mate," Ade told him. "They know exactly what they're doing and they'll 
be out as soon as they possibly can 

"What the hell are we supposed to do in the meantime?" He cursed, sinking down next to Jan on the couch. 
"Just sit here on our fucking hands?" 

"Not much else we can do." Dave shook his head. 

Nicko put a hand on Jan's shoulder. "How are you doing, mate?" 

Jan shrugged. "Just feeling so helpless." He didn't feel like talking, he had been sitting there absently sipping 
coffee and staring into space. On the wall opposite him was a photo of Bruce with the first plane he'd bought 
for the company and every detail was etched into Jan's mind. The pride on Bruce's face, his eager, reckless 
smile, those bright brown eyes and unkempt chestnut hair. In his heart, Jan felt that he had been taking his 
relationship with Bruce for granted. Loving it, loving the excitement of all the new experiences that knowing 
Bruce had opened for him, loving the effortless closeness they shared, but not fully appreciating Bruce as a 
man, an individual. They had been a couple for over four months now and there was still so much he didn't 
know. Bruce had always been reluctant to talk about his past, about his family and about boarding school, and 
Jan had respected that but now he wished he knew more about all the things that had molded Bruce into the 
unique individual that he was. 

The phone rang shrilly, jarring him from his thoughts, and Dave snatched it up. From the expression on his 
face, though, Jan knew it wasn't any news. The conversation was brief and when he hung up, Dave quirked an 
eyebrow at Ade. 

"That was Steve Harris. | wonder how he heard about this?" 

"Oh, um, | phoned him when | heard" Nicko confessed. "Maybe | shouldn't have, but | thought he would want to 
know." 

"No, it's okay, | guess I'm a little surprised he called” 

"Steve's a decent bloke," Nicko said. "It isn't easy to get inside that shell he's built around himself but | think he 
actually considers us his friends. He hasn't got many." 

After a few more minutes, Jan was feeling claustrophobic and felt the need to move about. He stood and 
wandered out through the hangar, going outside and sinking to his haunches against the curved outside of the 


building. A few weeds poked through the concrete and he plucked one, shredding it, lost in thought. He knew it 
was a foolish thought, but he kept going back to the idea that Bruce may never be found. That he may be 
injured or dead. Every fiber of his being fought against that thought, but it was there in the back of his mind 
and he couldn't rid himself of it. He had lived nearly thirty years never knowing or even imagining he could be 
capable of feeling for anyone the way he felt about Bruce and the idea of losing him now was inconceivable. He 
refused to accept it. He stood abruptly, kicking a loose chunk of concrete in helpless frustration and started 
pacing from one edge of the building to the other, back and forth. The noise and bustle of the rest of the 
airfield was all around him but he was oblivious to it. 

"Bruce, God Dammit, you had better be all right!" he muttered to himself, and when a breeze sprung up he 
felt that his face was wet with tears he hadn't been aware he was shedding. "You're too stubborn and too 
tough not to be all right!" 

He wasn't sure how long he was out there. The sun had come up and he felt the heat of it on his back as he 
paced but he didn't look up. He heard the sound of the door open behind him but didn't acknowledge it until he 
heard Dave call his name. 

"Jan?" He turned, and Dave went on. "They found him!" 

"Is he okay? Where is he? What happened?" The questions tumbled out of Jan as he rushed over to Dave and 
followed him back in to the office. 

"He's okay. A little banged up, but okay. He was found wandering along a remote road a half hour ago. The plane 
had a complete electrical failure. No radio, no beacon, nothing. He managed to crash land in a pasture but he 
was miles from anywhere and just started walking." 

Adrian and Nicko were listening as well, evidently Dave had gone out to get Jan before filling any of them in on 
the details. Dave continued. "They didn't give many details, only that a passing car found him walking in the 
mist. He must have been walking all night. They took him in to the hospital in Aberdeen to check him over and 
if he's all right they'll put him on the next flight back here." 

"Oh, thank fuck!" Jan gasped, and then for some reason he burst into tears. The emotional overload was just 
too much, and he couldn't even feel embarrassed for crying in front of these men. He was vaguely aware that 
Ade and Dave shared a quick hug of relief, and he felt Nicko's hand on his shoulder in a show of support and 
understanding. 


It was two more hours until Bruce was cleared at the hospital and was on a commuter plane back home. 
Several calls to the hospital told them that Bruce had a slight concussion and two cracked ribs but other than 
some bruises he was fine. He had been chilled to the bone and close to hypothermia but thankfully he had 
been found in time. The road he was on was so seldom travelled it was little short of a miracle that a farmer 
had been driving out to check on some sheep at that time. When it was finally reported that Bruce was en 
route for home, the others respectfully left it to Jan to go to the main terminal to meet his plane. Jan 
appreciated that. The 90 minute flight felt like it took forever but when the small jet landed Jan was 
practically jumping up and down until he spotted Bruce's familiar figure on the airstairs. He wore unfamiliar 
clothes, his own flightsuit no doubt having been soaked by the weather, but other than a darkening bruise 
over his left eye he looked well. Tired, but well. Jan watched, hovering by the door, as Bruce made his way 
stiffly to the building but as soon as he was inside he looked up, looking straight at Jan. And he broke into a 
smile. 

Jan couldn't hold still any longer, he rushed forward, barely restraining himself from clasping Bruce tightly but 


conscious of the other man's cracked ribs. Bruce clasped his arms tightly around Jan however, an almost 


desperate clutch, his head resting on Jan's shoulder. 

"Thank God you're okay." is all Jan managed to whisper. He felt Bruce nod slightly, then he stepped back enough 
to look up into Jan's eyes. Bruce's own eyes were moist. 

"I kept thinking of you back here, worrying." 

Jan nodded. "It's okay now, you're here. Don't you ever, EVER, scare me like this again!" 

Bruce had to chuckle. "I'm not planning to!" 

The two men walked back to Bruce's hangar where the other three men were hovering by the door, each of 
them welcoming Bruce back in their own way, but Bruce kept hold of Jan's hand tightly. There were mountains 
of paperwork to do, insurance claims to file, accident reports to turn in, but when Bruce mentioned it Dave 
strictly forbade him to think about it right then 

"IIl get that stuff started, we can finish it when you're up To it. You get your ass home and get some rest." 
Bruce wouldn't agree to leave though until he gave his account of the previous evenings events. He was feeling 
he had made a very poor decision in his returning to the original flight path and Jan knew that to talk it out 
would help him ease his mind about it. 

Ensconced on the couch in the office, Bruce began his tale. 

"I should have known better," He shook his head. "I've been a licensed pilot for eight years, | really should have 
known. The forecast said it would be clear, but | know better than to trust forecasts. Still, it wouldn't have 
been a problem if the instruments hadn't failed. " 

"But | don't get it!" Nicko interjected. "We're always on top of maintenance, there's no reason at all for a 
failure!" 

"| don't get it, either." Bruce admitted. "The first indication | had that anything was wrong was when the fuel 
started cutting out. | tried to switch to the auxiliary tank but it wouldn't switch, so | went to put in a distress 
call and there was no radio. Everything failed, absolutely everything." 

Jan tightened his grip on Bruce's fingers, trying to imagine how Bruce must have felt at that moment. 

"The fucking fog was so thick | couldn't fly by sight, | had no choice but to land. There was no level ground and 
it was dusk, so with the fog | was practically blind. | landed in a gully, scaring the hell out of a flock of sheep, 
and | hit some rocks so that's how | banged my head. | have no idea how | cracked the ribs, it must have been 
when | was thrown against the door. Even the GPS was out, so | started walking. At least | had a torch." 
"That's enough for now, mate." Dave reached out and patted Bruce's knee. "Get home, and don't you dare come 
in tomorrow. I'll get the preliminary paperwork done." 

Bruce opened his mouth to argue but Jan jumped in "Don't even start. Come on" He tugged Bruce to his feet 
and retrieved the car keys from the hook by the door, calling back over his shoulder that they would call in 
the morning. 

Bruce was quiet as Jan drove them home but when Jan glanced over he saw that the other man was awake, 
looking preoccupied. 

"Stop second guessing yourself, love." he told him gently. "It was equipment failure, pure and simple. l'm just 
glad." he had to stop and swallow, "glad you're all right” 

Bruce looked over at him then, and smiled. Once home, Jan bustled Bruce off to bed, completely ignoring his 
protests. Finally giving in, Bruce laid down but asked Jan to lay with him. 

"Was going to." Jan smiled, crawling, still clothed, next to his lover and circling his arms gently around him. 
"You're always trying to take care of me, but now its my turn to take care of you. And you're going to let 
mel" 


Bruce smiled and reached over to touch Jan's hair. "Yes, sir." After a few minutes of lying quietly together, 


Bruce began to speak softly. "You were all | was thinking about when | was walking around out there, you know.’ 


"Stop thinking about it, stop talking about it. Just rest" 


more with you, Jan." 

“Something more?" Jan wasn't sure what Bruce meant. 

Bruce nodded. "| mean, | want a commitment. Something permanent. | don't know what they call it. Civil union, 
domestic partnership, whatever. | want to be with you for the rest of my life.” 

Jan felt tears prick at his eyes. "Bruce, you've had a bad time, you're exhausted, you had a concussion. We 
don't have to talk about this now." 

"Yes, we do. | want to. | want to know. Will you be with me forever, Jan?" 

"Yes." Jan's voice almost broke. "I was doing a lot of thinking, too. | can't live without you. | don't want to live 
without you. You..you're my life, Bruce." 

Bruce's eyes closed and he pulled Jan tighter to his chest. "You're mine, too. | love you so much." 


Denouement 


Two months after the plane crash, Bruce and Jan joined hands and exchanged self-written words of love, 
loyalty, and fealty in the garden of Steve Harris's estate. Gogmagog played, with Steve joining them on bass, 
and a soft-spoken dark haired lady named Emma hosted the celebration along with Nicko's wife Rebecca. Five 
young girls in long white lace dresses spread flower petals and Adrian, Dave, and Nicko tried to bluster their 
way through any display of emotion as Bruce and Janick exchanged a soft kiss at the conclusion of the 


ceremony. Life was beautiful. 
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